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Author's Notes: 

Sorry it's been so long since | last wrote a fic, I've been pretty caught up with some other projects lately, but 
| finally decided to finish this one up while it was still December, so it still technically counts as a Christmas-y 
story. Also, there's nothing explicitly adult in this, just some heavily implied stuff, but | figured I'd flag it as 


adult just in case. 


Oi, Phil, have you seen my sweater anywhere?" 

The drummer looked up from where he sat on the tour bus, his hands pausing as he watched Cliff dig through 
his suitcase on the other side of the aisle. He gave a small shrug, shaking his head as his hands resumed 
knitting the red and green yarn he had sitting in balls beside him. 

"Nah mate, | ain't seen it. Maybe y'left it at the hotel?" 


"God, that's just what | need; stuck in France in fuckin October with no bloody sweater." he groaned, still sifting 
through his suitcase as the bus chugged along. 


Phil couldn't help but chuckle a little bit as he kept on knitting, adding some white yarn into his creation Truth 
be told, he knew full well where Cliff's sweater had disappeared off to. He'd swiped it earlier that morning while 
the bassist had hopped into the shower, because as good as he was at picking things up on the fly, even he 
couldn't knit a Christmas sweater without a template to go off of first. He only needed it for a couple weeks 
though, then Cliff could have it back. 


"If y'want, | could give ya one of my sweaters ‘till it turns up." He offered, Cliff sighing in defeat. 
"Yeah, might as well. I'm not holdin my breath that it'll show up again.” 


The drummer had to bite the inside of his cheek to keep himself from smirking. The last thing he wanted was 
to blow the surprise when he only had about half of Cliff's gift finished. 


"Hell, maybe you should just knit me a new one, eh?" Cliff joked from across the way as he zipped up the 
leather jacket he'd dug out to keep himself warm. Phil just chuckled in response, shaking his head. 


"Nah, | think once I'm done with this I'll call it quits on knitting. It's kinda starting tlose it's appeal. Woodcarving 
sounds pretty interesin though..." 


"Fuck me mate, how many hobbies do you need?" Cliff teased, throwing up his hands in mock exasperation. Phil 
simply shrugged. 


"What can | say, | like keepin’ my hands busy." 

"Yeah, tell me somethin’ | don’t know." 

Phil didn't even need to look up from his knitting to see the wolfish smirk on the other's face. Fuck, he'd walked 
right into that one. He shook his head, focusing on the sweater he was trying to craft. It's not like Cliff was 


wrong, per-say, it was just that he enjoyed keeping his hands busy in other ways as well 


Still, the drummer took Cliff's teasing in stride. After all, he'd be getting the last laugh once he was done with 
Cliff's Christmas present.. 


"Oi, Cliff, c'mere a second." 
Cliff perked from the hotel bathroom, barely able to hear Phil over the sound of the hair dryer. He rolled his 
eyes with a slight smirk, figuring the other wanted him out there so they could start on their third round for 


that night. 


"Yeah, yeah, keep yer pants on, I'll be there in a minute!" 


He quickly finished up drying his hair, throwing on a pair of sweatpants and a shirt before rejoining Phil in the 
room. He had to admit, he was a little surprised when he wasn't immediately tackled back onto the bed, and 
instead was met with a box wrapped in some brightly colored paper being shoved into his hands. 


"Merry Christmas man" 


"Um, thanks Phil, but last | checked it was still November." the other responded with a roll of the eyes and a 
friendly punch to the bassist's shoulder. 


"I know, smartass, but the rest of us'll be back in Australia by the time Christmas rolls around, and the post 


moves slower than two snails fuck, so I'm givin’ ya yer present now" 


"Oh, right." Cliff responded, slightly dumbfounded as he stared at the box in his hands. He'd been genuinely 
caught off guard by the other's act of generosity, which was a quality Phil wasn't exactly known for. 


"Well? You gonna just stand there starir at it ‘re are ya gonna open it?" 

Cliff was jolted from his train of thought, and he nodded slowly, his fingers working carefully to unwrap the 
gift as cleanly as he could. He heard Phil chuckle, making some comment about how delicately he was peeling 
the paper away when he'd expected it to just be torn off of the box. About a minute later, Cliff had finally 
gotten the box unwrapped, and he peered inside at his gift.. 

"Is.. is this the sweater you've been knittin' fer the past month?" 

"Yup." the drummer replied simply, taking a seat on the bed as he took another drag on his cigarette. 

"But | thought y'said you were making it for your mum?" 

"Just a cover story mate. Trust me, she's got enough fuckin’ sweaters." 

He held the woolen creation in his hands, patterns of swirling green, red, and white crisscrossing the entire 

garment. It had nothing overly Christmas-like on it, no Santas or reindeer or Christmas trees, just different 
geometric patterns of those three colors. 

"Shit, Phil, this is.." 

"I know, it looks kinda raggedy. S'the best | could do with the free time | had-" 

It was Phil's turn to be surprised as Cliff suddenly tackled him into a kiss, and a far more gentle and tender 


one at that. The bassist couldn't help but chuckle against the other's lips at his reaction, and he was still 
chuckling when he pulled back, seeing the stunned look on Phil's face. 


"Stop puttin’ yourself down ya git, | fuckin’ love it” 

"You... y'do?" 

"Phil, y'spent a fuckin’ month making it for me, of course | love it" he said with a wide smile, rolling off of Phil 
and onto the bed with a small bounce. He held the sweater up with his hands, admiring it as he still tried to let 
it all sink in. 


"What, did you think I'd throw it in the trash ‘re something?" 


"Well, no.." Phil said sheepishly, shifting on the bed a little bit as a nervous smile broke out across his face. 


"But | was kinda expecting ya tbe a little pissed off. | had tnick yer sweater so | could make it" 
Cliff paused for a moment, blinking as his smile faded, realization sinking in on him. 

"So that's where my fuckin’ sweater went!" 

"Yeah, sorry mate, | just-" 


The drummer's words were suddenly lost as a pillow smacked him firmly in the face, and suddenly Cliff was 


back on top of him, landing another blow with the pillow. 
"You assholel | was fuckin’ freezing my nuts off in France because ‘a you!" 


Phil couldn't help but burst out laughing, lashing out with his hands as he tried to wrench the pillow out of the 
other's grip. 


"| wanted it tbe a surprise! It was for yer own good" 

Cliff just laughed in response, the two of them wrestling over the pillow until it was flung across the room. 
They weren't entirely sure how, but eventually clothes began to fly off as well, the laughter replaced with 
sharp gasps and breathy moans, and before long, they found themselves lying on the bed, panting and covered 
in a light sheen of sweat. They'd fallen into a cozy silence, like they usually did after their bedroom romps, 
their heads still slightly hazed over in the grips of afterglow. 


"So, uh... didja mean what y'said earlier?" 


Cliff moved the arm he'd slung over his face, roused out of the catnap he'd slipped into and he blinked against 
the sudden surge of light to his eyes. 


"What... y'mean about the sweater?" 


Phil just nodded, fishing another cigarette out of the pack on the nightstand. The bassist propped himself up on 


his elbows, a warm smile breaking out across his face. 

"Yeah, of course | meant it Phil. Like, y'could've just gone out and bought me a new sweater, but you made me 
one instead." He shimmied over to the drummer, draping an arm around his waist as he placed a kiss against 
the ridge of his jaw. 


"| think it was really sweat of ya." 


"| guess | have my moments.” Phil replied with a sheepish shrug, bristling as a soft nip met the slope of his 


throat. 
"Just don't go stealin’ my sweaters in winter again, ya dick." 


Phil rolled his eyes, shifting against the pillows as they settled into the bed, sleep slowly claiming the both of 
them. 


"Yeah, yeah, fair enough.” 


